






















Foreword Edition 


The cosmic beach is a place on the astral plane, above it and below it, to the 
side of it, underneath, and around the back. Dimensions exist beyond the highest 
planes, where beings and non-beings co-exist, where they can share a tale and 
plot against the abyss, or to just enjoy it. It’s an expression of the source, a way 
to be more, a way to learn, a way to reset but a way to express existence. All the 
words are inspired by direct and indirect experiences. All the experiences that 
happens to Rishi are a collection of experiences from people I’ve met along my 
near three decade journey through life. The second half threatens to be more di¬ 
rect about my life through the power and the unity of Tanner, before it gets going 
we revert back to the one. We revert back to the big external picture. This was 
the first time in nearly two years that I’ve pieced a book together from my work, 

I hope you enjoy a piece of my life and a piece of life from the people that have 
helped transformed me. If you are ever in the area come visit us all at the cosmic 
beach. No judgements just loving awareness, just the one interacting with the 
one with nothing but unconditional love. Enjoy the journey, follow your 
aspirations, to paraphrase Blake, “the fool who follows their folly will 
become wise.” 


AstroJay90 (Jason Ridpath), May 2020 



Tanner’s Fable 


Tanner couldn’t be tamed. 

The ruler of the kingdom. 

A symbol of the brave. 

A servant and protector of life. 

With a roar that couldn’t be replaced. 

A roar that could make you tremble and make you change your ways. 

After they destroyed the world, the world destroyed them and they were forced to find 
the true meaning of nature in nature again, they were forced to reset. 

Their collective reality was reshaped by an expression of the one, an enlightened lion 
that saved them from their own mistakes. 

Each night after, the people dreamt that they could be Tanner for a day. 

These dreams allowed them to wash the stains of history off their skin. 

Night time comes and Tanner sleeps under the tree. 

The people circle her, they worship her as she sleeps. 

Singing softly to the cosmos as she dreams. 

“Tanner transformed this place, she was enlightened and she was brave. Thank you 
universe for this expression of us, to remind us of the one, the source of it all.” 

Tanner dreams and as she does, she dreams of being a person for a day, why not she 
thinks, if nothing else it would be a great laugh. 

She dreams of being a no one. 

Where she could walk the urban jungle unaware that she’s the ruler of the universe. 
Unaware that she was the saviour of souls. 

Unaware of anything just lost in a new form. 

That one dream leads to a thousand more, helping her to keep her paws on the floor. 
Form comes and goes, like a wave on the cosmic sea crashing on the cosmic beach. 
She let’s go of her last breath, blissed out, ready for the next trek. 



Tanner Growing Into Rishi 

Tanner awakes in the body of a human. 

For the first few years her memories stay intact. 

She’s blissful, inhabiting the life of a young boy. 

Everyone around her comments on how she must have been here before. 

People who are nearing the end of their journey would seek grace from her. 

Their paths would cross in the strangest places at the strangest times. 

Some could see instantly that he was her, an avatar of a great deity. 

She would always oblige, as time passes her awareness as 
Tanner fades and so do the visits. 

Tanner becomes the higher self, the one in the background controlling the prover 
and the thinker, allowing Rishi the compassion to make their own mistakes. 

The one trying to manifest and self-actualise the aspirations of Rishi, the older Rishi 
gets the more he forgets and the more Tanner fades into the one. 



Rishi Revolts 


Parents wanted me to be a doctor or an economist. 

They wanted me to be a somebody. 

Somebody training never felt right. 

I could see how my parents would fight. 

How attached they were to the roles they played, they just couldn’t be who they wanted 
to be, who they really were, did they ever know their worth before the plane crashed into 
the earth. 

For a while I could play along and I did maybe more as an homage then as a passion or 
as some rite of passage. 

I could be Jim or Jack Jones. 

I could be anything they wanted me to be. 

At the core of the kernel, I wanted to be nobody. 

Even now when I feel the weight of their essences urging me and guiding me. 

I wanted love without conditions. 

I wanted to be able to tame the rising sea of emotions inside of me. 

I wanted and wanted but I rarely tried, hoping they would just fruit to life. 

University couldn’t fill me and only made me feel more empty. 

Made me feel further away from the one, made me question who I am and who I was. 
Cleaning was the only way to vacate my mind. 

There was something special about this place. 

The voice in my head laughs “It’s just a supermarket, kid!” 

The tannoy calls me to aisle six. 

An aisle filled with sick. 



Rishi Revolts II 


Cigarette break. 

Stinking of sick. 

Wrapped in his thoughts. 

Searching for bliss. 

A soft voice asks for a cig’ 

Rishi passes one over without uttering a word. 

They stared deep into each other’s hearts. 

As she begins to walk away. 

A voice inside rumbles. 

“Don’t let this moment slip away.” 

As Rishi moves towards her. 

She moves back, pivoting on her foot. 

They both had the same intention, at the same time. 
They share nervous laughter. 

“My name’s Rishi.” 

“I’m Tana, nice to meet you, thanks for the cig.” 

Rishi is filled with peace. 

That’s how it all began. 

Two years accumulate, sometimes too fast. 

All good things must collapse. 



Rishi And Tana Forever : A Journey Through Nothing At All 

Two lips touch with a promise of another one tomorrow. 

What better way to fight off the abyss. 

In a world of wonder, I’m absent, I’m waiting for this. 

Night time passes and this smile can’t be erased from the face or the heart. 

Dreaming we’re together although we’re less than a mile apart. 

Dreaming of our essences intertwined with no body, with no mind. 

No need for symbols. 

No need for rhymes. 

It feels as if we have all the time. 

It feels as if we’re truly alive. 

It feels as if our previous reality was an illusion and this was the source of the 
divine. 

It will all pass; time, birth, rebirth, death, being Jane or being Jeff. 

All there is, is this. 

Maybe this is what they call bliss. 

I just can’t wait to feel it. 

I just can’t wait to feel another kiss. 

Heart and face still synergised. 

As the light helps to open the eyes. 

Inhaling a mindful breath. 

What a sleep, what a way to reset. 



What joys will be bequeathed upon us today. 

What pleasures will be experienced, will we find a new way. 

The phone rings, uncontrollable sobbing takes a hold. 

The promise of a kiss has been rescinded by a cruel blow. 

Tomorrow never comes for some. 

And for some, tomorrow never did exist. 

Now, is all there is. 

But, we shouldn’t be blinded by it. 

We shouldn’t be enraged by what has been. 

It doesn’t change a thing, enjoy the now because it’s fleeting. 

Enjoy every moment free from expectation. 

You will feel it all and then sometimes nothing at all. 

One moment you can feel a billion feet tall, 

then in the next you can feel incredibly small, 

so small that a human says that you are nothing at all. 

The nuanced of existence wrapped up by the limited scope of thought. 

When there’s nothing left. 

What will you do next? 

Promises become broken whilst I’m being eaten by regret. 

Here I am, on a journey that nobody cares about at all. 

You were here and now you’re gone. 



Thoughts And Noughts 

The ultimate purpose of awareness seems to me to be, 
about making existence substantially better than it’s ever been. 

These words bounce around with all the mess in my mind. 

I’d walk through a field of mines whilst fighting an army of Parisian mimes just to reset 
time or to get another moment with you in the divine. 

This body has been a great servant, however, I think I’ve lived my life. 

Thoughts And Noughts 2 

This great servant of a body deserves to feed a plethora of different life. 

To be feasted upon with no concepts of wrong or right. 

My true essence and yours will once again be intertwined. 

We can enjoy forever, no concepts of day or night. 

Empty Wishing 

I wish to be wise in the moments that matter. 

I wish I had the hindsight to go back and have that kiss. 

I wish I got to hold you again before you passed. 

I wish I was able to enjoy those moments that were now, but now, they are then and 
they never seem to last. 

Now I can never have them again. 

I wasn’t to know it would be your last breath. 

I’m empty wishing when I should be cleaning the dishes instead. 

Empty wishing, to distract from my regret. 



Routine Broke 

Not brushed my teeth since your death. 

I know you’d still kiss me, 

I know you’d be able to fix this mess. 

Eating everything to eating nothing with little to no rest. 

Couldn’t be at your funeral, couldn’t answer your parents last call, 

I hope they all hate me, I hope they read about my fall. 

I hope they feel nothing at all. 

I hope they breathe a sigh of relief when I don’t exist any more. 

Who knew how slowly time passes when you are trapped in all these decaying thoughts. 
Feeling good makes me feel worse. 

Feeling, argh! 

Fist to the face with a handful of ibuprofen, drowned out by downing a bottle of vodka. 
How did I get in this state. 

How did I allow myself to fall in love. 

Fill me with hate so I can burn down this place. 

So they can feel how I feel now. 

Self-destructive implosion just so I can get a moment of sleep, 
so I can get a moment of rest. 

But, every time I sleep I dream of you and me. 

We are in our bodies and it feels so incomplete because you are dead. 

Why aren’t you here now. 

Why did nobody prepare me for a fall like this. 

Why did nobody prepare me to feel all of this. 



Fourteen Days 

Fourteen days later and back to the grind. 

Pretend it’s all okay in my mind. 

To be the elder, to be just fine. 

To take the hurt and to become wise. 

I was promised another kiss. 

Hard to let go of this. 

People avoid me like I have a contagious sickness. 

The one’s who don’t avoid me make me feel like they’re pandering. 

Others completely avoid it, as we sit awkwardly on our cigarette break. 

Others are just caught up in the melodrama, and want me to fight their battles for them, 
like I’m wearing a suicide vest. 

This is what they call human life, I’d rather buy a knife and use it to pull out my eyes. 
Even that’s too much energy, too much emotion and too much effort. 



Auditory Hallucinations 

Sat there in bed, with my head in my coarse hands. 

I’ve never felt this dead whilst being alive. 

The voice rambled, nothing but word soup. 

It was wild and offensive. 

I gripped tightly to reality. 

I tried to cling on. 

It drags me through the bed, through the floor, through the foundations, through 
the fragments, through every word and through every symbol. 

Another voice comes: 

“Inhale, submit and listen. 

This all there is Rishi, take it all in. 

Stop clinging. 

Let go of the kiss. 

Promises are sometimes broken without malintent that’s just the way it is. 

Hurt, heal, then get over it.” 

Auditory Hallucinations II 

Now is all we really have. 

We know that tomorrow will likely come. 

One day, it shall not pass, instead it will be our essence that has the last laugh. 
Everything will be repurposed, recycled, or re-used. 

What remains will be artefacts, an expression of a nature that wasn’t built to last. 

Auditory Hallucinations III 

Redefining the nothing as wilderness within the fractal firework. 

With enough time, with perspective and with the right instruments you will see 
that the visible will become invisible and the invisible will be come visible. 
Without the background we wouldn’t have time to appreciate the foreground. 



Auditory Hallucinations IV 

They made the natural brew. 

Allowed time for the chemicals to stew. 

Rhythmic bellows rise from deep within the abdomen. 

(Hoo hoo, ah-hoo hoo hoo ah-hoo, hoo, hoo, ah-hoo. 

Ari, ari, ari, ari, om, ari, ari, ari, om, ari, ari, ari, om, ari-om. 

Ah-hoo, hoo, ah-hoo ari om ah-hoo.) 

Auditory Hallucinations V 

Chanting and singing, allowing the spontaneous incantations of 
past incarnations to take birth. 

Before you can take another breath you are swept into an unknown world. 
Your mortal body has become a beacon and the energy vibrates through 
every nerve ending. 

Where nothing makes sense, where the visible goes to the background and 
the invisible illuminates the foreground. 

Welcome To The Cosmic Beach, the price for admission, ego death. 

Don’t hold out, use the pain, use the fear, use every emotion, and use it all 
to allow yourself to retune. 

Forget the kiss, forget the mess, forget all of it. 

Not that you have a choice, now, you will feel it all. 



Word Soup I 


Time to give up and give in. 

If you can’t beat them then join them. 

What type of nonsense is this. 

Give up all what you believe just for victory. 

Condemn future generations, so you can feel like a winner for a moment or two. 
Moot point, moot point, moot point. 

Word Soup II 

Why do we submit to exist. 

Why do we cling to false hope and let real hope suffocate. 

Why do we burn energy when we can recycle, renew, and repurpose it. 

Why do we kill to eat when we can grow and regrow our own produce. 

When will we create a future that’s sustainable for all. 

When will we wake up to the fact that we still haven’t solved 
the biggest crises we’re yet to face. 

Politics might be professional wrestling. 

I just need an investor and I would have the top job in a minute, maybe two. 
Transform the world from all taking to all giving, renewable resources 
and sustainability will lead to a near zero cost society. 

It will be profitable for you to just be you and to exist how you want too. 

Will we rather sign our own death warrants for dogma and doctrine, to keep 
everything just as it is, will we allow billions to die and say well, that’s just life. 

Will we fall for the fallacies of survival of the fittest, like we haven’t evolved a bucket 
load since then. 

Wake up, wake up, wake up - hit the snooze button. 

Burn in the chaos because we believe we deserve it. 

I’ll take all of your sin, call me the new Jesus, just without the flowing locks and the 
cool frocks. 

If we could free our oppressors from their suffering we could free the Earth from our 
vice grip, we could allow organisms to grow in symbiosis. 



Word Soup III 


Free from violence, 
free from shame, 

free from guilt - where we can all evolve into the best we can be, 
where we can allow future organisms freedom, liberty and the right to exist. 
When will we grow life and allow it to explore the cosmos. 

When will we stop being so destructive. 

When will we retune our nervous systems. 

When will we see the beauty of it all and not get attached to the method. 

Word Soup IV 

The idea of God has been ruined by trying to see through our own lens. 

God in it’s true form seems to be an expression of the connectedness of 
everything in our cosmos and beyond. 

Did that cost too much, did it change how pretty this all is, did it change how 
painful it can all be. 

Word Soup VI - Stolen Enlightenment 

Break the mirage. 

Break the illusion. 

Break the myth. 

Understand it, dissect it, consume it and use it to help update your maps. 
Eric stated: 

The map is not the thing being mapped.’ 

Alfred popularised this in Science and Sanity, 

The map is not the territory.’ 

The word is not the thing. 

Alan says ‘the menu isn’t the meal.’ 



Word Soup VII - Stolen Enlightenment II 

Saying water won’t quench your thirst. 

Saying hamburger won’t fill your stomach. 

In the same way the social media profile isn’t the person. 

In the same way words don’t always ring true. 

Hate can turn into love, love can turn into hate, deep pain can feel shallow and it can 
feel hollow. 

You can hate the sun and love the rain 

It’s an expression, it’s a symbol - it’s an act in a play that’s yet to be written. 

Word Soup VIII - Stolen Enlightenment III 

Thoughts don’t need to become actions - actions don’t need to become thoughts. 
Haunted by it all, the rise, the fall and the stagnation. 

We hold onto the wrong ideals - we hold on to what we want to believe to be real. 

Word Soup IX 

Believe it from an essence with little faith, 

We will transform this earth. 

We will transform this solar system. 

We will transform this universe. 

Life didn’t start on earth, life didn’t start with humans and it won’t die with humans 
It might end, it might all end and cease to exist, maybe it will but I don’t think it will. 
We will become the lesson for future organisms to learn from. 

Either way we will be a lesson to learn from, 
a lesson about the ways to do it or the ways not to do it. 

We keep sewing new information to history. 

We keep adding new stitches to the thread. 



World Soup X 


We have all the time in the world if we can connect to it all. 

We have all the time if we work together for the common good. 

Common sense got washed down the drain because we’ve sold our self short for 
short term gain. 

Burn it all down just to fuel us up. 

Allow the fumes to fill our lungs, kill the organisms and kill the young. 

No youth, no future, just relative truth mixed with relative youth. 

Word Soup XI 

We believe we are just this body, 

that we are just this flesh, 

that we are just these bones, 

that we are just our mind, 

that we are just our heart, 

that we are just our nerves, 

that we are just children, 

that we are just reluctant elders, 

that we are just followers, 

that we are just whatever we identify with, 

we are much more than this, we are this but we are not just this. 

Let’s not get caught up on what it all could be. 

Let us take the course and learn from experience. 

Let us not bow down to bias, let us be curious. 



Word Soup XII 


I digress to infinity. I digress because I know how it feels when your nervous system 
a terrible master, I digress because I know what it feels like when your nervous 
system is a slave to the mind, slaving away to make ends meet just so we have the 
right to exist and the right to have security. 

We carry on, because that’s all we know how to do. 

We carry on, to keep the wheel turning. 

We carry on, because nobody else believes in it. 

We carry on, because we don’t believe in true reality, we are missing a 
huge piece of the jigsaw puzzle and we are totally unaware. 

However, we would never notice it because the mind can fill in the blanks or it can 
simply ignore the error. 

From your reality it will be complete, there will be no missing pieces. 

Another person may walk past and wonder why you haven’t completed the puzzle 
with that massive vacant gap, we are unaware of what we are truly missing. 



Word Soup Exitlude 

Trapped in this mortal cage, trapped in the pollution, trapped by habits that we 
call laws until they’ve been falsified. 

Trapped by all of our flaws, trapped by an abstract tool that was supposed to 
lubricate the wheel, not strap us to it. 

Our ancestors, our teachers, and our descendants deserve better than this. 

Let’s change it with love, with awareness, with forgiveness, by learning how to 
react and act better. 

We will succeed and we will fail but as long as there’s oxygen in our lungs we 
can keep passing the knowledge - we can inform form of the formless and 
intertwine it all. 

I will throw my body in front of it - if I have to. 

I can make the wheel stop. 

1,1,1, will we grow out of ego before we die. 

Attached to being this particular Jack or Jackie Jones, we are too attached to 
this experience. 

We are here to learn the lessons that are the hardest to learn, to educate 
future generations on our successes and failures but it’s always evolving, always 
changing and we will adapt with it, we will shape it. 



Mind The Matter 

Western materialism has been plighted by it’s own ego, it has allowed the mind 
matter to become the master. 

What happens when your mind has succumb to an impact, an incision, or mass 
trauma. 

The parts that we were once connected become void. 

We can’t ignore the material aspects of the form and we can’t ignore the formless. 
How the two interact with each other and in some ways rely on each other. 

Always in contact whether it be internal or external, whether it be form or 
formless, always in contact. 

Mind The Matter II 

All and nothing. 

We inhabit both, we are something, 

we are an expression of form and the formless. 

The mutual aspects of the organism, nature, and the source can’t be falsified by 
instruments that may never exist. 

Does that mean they don’t actually exist? 

Or just to big for our primitive definition of pragmatism. 

Or just to big for our primitive definition of materialism. 

Do we have the right tools to even inspect the mysterious. 

Is the goal to make the mysterious seem less mysterious 
with labels as if we understand it. 

When in fact we don’t really understand it, we may never understand it 
within our lifetime. 



Mind The Matter III 


The mind matter sees itself only from the aspect of form, 

it fails to see itself as a machine of the formless, 

turning formless into form and returning form into the formless. 

It has lost touch with the nature of reality, 
it has lost touch with the nature of nature, 
it has lost touch with the nature of the cosmos. 

We’ve lost touch with how most of our laws or more like habits. 

Mind The Matter IV 

We get trapped in our own timeline of reality, 

when they speak of us they will only speak of the nearest age. 

What will history say about this generation, will anybody care or will they just turn the page. 
Death returns the form to the formless and allows a new beginning, if you want it. 

The source of life doesn’t die with the body, the source of life doesn’t die with awareness, 
the source of life doesn’t die because it never did really exist. 

It’s a never ending stream that recycles into many things. 

Mind The Matter V 

Our body dies. 

Our awareness dies. 

Our essence remains. 

The essence will continually reshape history, it will continually transcend this plain. 

The true essence that remains will guide all organisms to a true path of self-discovery 
without the destruction of the whole or itself. 



Mind The Matter VI 

We are nature’s fuel, 

we are nature’s tools, 

we are more than dual and non-dual. 

Mind The Matter VII 

Let us be wise, let us be fools, let us not be worried about the external judgements. 

If we have the right maps, the right compass, the right action then we will become wise 
from our foolishness. 

Brute force will not heed the siren, will just end up with a rise and a bigger fall. 

You have it all, you have it all! 

Silence these thoughts and listen to it all. 

Mind The Matter VIII 

Let us not become wise for a soiree, 

let us not be fools to keep the multitude laughing, 

let us not become what we can’t sustain; let us be an expression of our reality. 

Allow that to be able to take all states, to adapt to all environments, being able to learn 
from each transaction, each action and each reaction. 

Not just for us, not just for the one’s we love, for all the organisms that come next. 



Form And The Formless 

We’ve taken form from the formless. 

Getting caught up in an existence fuelled by self-importance. 

Have we forgot that we are absorbent, always absorbing, always informing. 

How many times can we refuse the call until they stop calling. 

The line goes dead, face turns red, praise be to the source whilst being a slave to the head. 
Never realising or unravelling the layers that make you this or us, but never them. 

Because that distinction doesn’t exist, that’s what I would suggest. 

What if aliens did exist, I would suggest that we would be related. 

We would be connected in mysterious ways, that we may never understand with logic. 

However, we could feel it through our pathways, 

through our nerve endings, through the knowledge of existence. 

If we let the fear go, will we learn what nature wants us to know, will we begin to co-exist. 

If we let the fear go and accept death, will we stop dividing between right or left. 

If we let the fear go, we will begin to know the truth that fear can never stop death. 

Your time will come and it will pass, no amount of kicking or screaming will make it last. 

We will adapt, we will grow, and we will teach nature lessons it didn’t even know. 



Challenge Accepted! 

Nanotechnology will tame the wilderness within. 

We will become infinite and free from death, just to spite what a wannabe poet said. 
What about black holes, what if I chopped off your head, what if matter ceases to exist 
then what’s next for your infinity? 

What’s death? Can we think abstractly about it to infinity? 

Will we burn bridges because we disagree with the nature of reality. 

Is it worth it? Is it really worth it? I don’t feel like it is. 

To be offended because somebody has been offensive, seems to do the trick. 

Don’t take it personally because you will get lost in the throws of ego. 

Can we become optimistic nihilists or pessimistic idealists. 

Can we just enjoy the now and create a better path for tomorrow. 

Can we just learn how to survive, so we can all thrive. 

Division can only make us stronger, as it creates a pull for us to be reunited. 

One as the many, one as an expression of it all, 
one as a symbol for you, one as symbol of us. 



The Game Only Produces Losers 

Let’s not get caught up in the games and tricks, the rich are always going to be rich. 
They are fearful of losing a power that has been given, they are fearful of losing a 
power that has been ‘earned’, they are fearful of losing imaginary numbers on a 
screen, losing land, and profit margins. 

Asteroids come and kill us all, ecosystems collapse and it would all be for nothing. 
The accumulation of resources will mean nothing when it all returns to hell. 

We will end up like the rest of the great organisms from history, just melting into a hot 
mess or freezing to death, then another critter or new organism will be the new apex. 
Evolution has led to this, everything that has been has led to this and here we sit idly 
on our hands as if we are in heaven or paradise, as if the wonders of this world are 
infinite, they never will be, not without intervention. 

Nature has nourished us to do the things it’s unable to do in the realm of form. 

We are form and we are formless. 

Let’s not get caught up in the games and tricks, the rich are always going to be rich. 
The tired will always want to sleep and the hungry will always want to eat. 

We can’t waste time trying to change minds - we can only waste time trying to solve 
our eventual demise. 

We have the ability and the capability to think ahead, to protect all the organisms 
that have flourished on this planet. 

We know that the biggest threat to the future comes from space debris, but if we 
don’t look within, we will never be able to see, we will just fall victim to the 
human-made conspiracy. 

It’s irrelevant what we do next, unless we are able to secure the sustainability of the 
planet from existential threat. 

It’s irrelevant what we do next, if we don’t trust each other to get us out of this mess. 
Rich, poor, or content the systems not sustainable for the future, enjoy it because it’s 
not your extinction that you are rubber stamping. 

It’s the extinction of future generations and organisms. 



The Game Only Produces Losers (Outro) 

That’s not what this is all about, 

don’t get trapped in a game that has been going for centuries, 
you’ll capitulate and mutilate your own self-image, 
you’ll become what you’ve battled against. 

Let’s create a conscious symbiosis. 

We inhabit both the form and the formless. 

We are related to it all - this is why we should learn to co-exist. 

We can adapt, we can keep on giving, the more we give the more we get. 

The more we don’t need and the more we don’t want, the less we will collect. 
Desires will always allow us to retune because we will begin to understand, that we 
will always crave what’s next. 

How we act and react will become society’s new litmus test. 

Maybe It’s Wrong 

Not trying to hurt you or hurry you into a hearse because this might just be the 
rehearsal, believe it or not we can reverse it. 

What if we stepped outside our ego, what if we stepped outside of our form, would 
we then become addicted to the formless. 

Would we abandon form only focusing on the oneness, never realising we inhabit 
both; we straddle the universe in this vessel of flesh and bones with 
nerve endings, all the goodness mixed with all the groans. 

Would we want to heal from the thorn or would we just 
continue being so thoughtless. 

More choices equals more freedoms but only leads to more imprisonment and an 
increase in the poor treatment of the organisms that need and want to co-exist. 
Rishi, wake, before you find peace in the abyss. 

You have so much more to give. 



Rishi Waking To Fake Reality 


All the abject objects swirling, order to disorder. 

Is disorder just a level of order we can’t wrap our nervous systems around. 
Everything into the nothing. 

The sky is the ground and the ground ceases to be, just a hole for me and 
thee, everybody is invited but they must be busy. 

Absolute states dancing inbetween confusion and certainty. 

Waking up from the word soup, the visions, how we can transform, not just 
one way but them all. 

Not fixated on method, Terence says that Van Morrison says it best, 

“No guru, no method, no teacher, just you and I and nature.” 

All three of these things will come during the course of our lives. 

All three will help us, all three can be ignored, explored, and implored. 

The key is not to become dogmatic, it’s not to believe that habits are laws, 
and it’s to have the ability to see that all roads lead to the same destination. 
Every road has a different lesson, every journey has a new method, and 
every new method has a new trap. 

Ram Dass says “Use these methods as consciously as you can, knowing 
that, if they are truly working, eventually they will self-destruct.” 

Rishi Waking To Fake Reality (Part Deux) 

Never once looked in a mirror to see the true face. 

What you manifest through hate only infests your fate. 

Non-local reality can’t be formed through repetition. 

Only by false programming of your nervous system. 

The idea of youth seems to be a relative truth. 

Not many truths seem absolute, only when you reduce the environment and 
it’s influence to nothing and everything. 

Something, something inhabits both and yet is separate from both, 
yet forever and inexplicably intertwined in a dance. 

Absolute can be paired with absolute. 

Relative can be of the same origin of absolute but, often it will be a third state 
that allows for new states. 

Absolute states are subjective to weathering, perspective, and adequate 
instruments. 

Tuning to the different signals can allow for enlightenment in the strangest of 
places and at the strangest of times. 



You Are What You Project 

Feed them fear. 

Feed them fear. 

Feed them fear. 

Feed them fear. 

Why am I so afraid? 

Feed me fear. 

I will recycle it into curiosity. 

Experience is the teacher. 

Pain gives pleasure meaning. 

Pleasure gives you hope during pain. 

Attached to the skin, 
attached to the feel of your lips, 
attached to the desire, 

attached to the narrative, you’re my only reason for living. 
Yet, here you are dead and I’m still existing. 



Rishi Revolts : The Return 

Decades upon decades have collapsed. 

Rishi found new love and a new form of understanding. 

Rishi was able to endure it through the darkest of times. 

He was able to enjoy the pleasurable moments and enjoy the connection to 
the divine. 

Nature saving nature, that’s all this seems to be to me. 

We are just nature saving nature. 

We are just nature growing nature. 

We are nature loving nature. 

No matter how far you zoom in and no matter how far you zoom out. 

We are nature loving nature. 

Tanner returns as Rishi looks for his release. 

The enlightened lion weeps at the end of another journey. 

Rishi fades like a wave on the cosmic sea. 

Breathing a sigh of relief, ahhh, the cosmic beach. 

At the bar near the back she’s glowing. 

He runs to her through the crowd. 

As he reaches her they smash into each other. 

They fuse into one just like his dream. 

Rishi and Tana are filled with peace. 

They are a new expression of the one. 

They feel complete. 



What About Me 

What about me. 

Well, I need a moment to breathe. 

Rishi, what an incredible journey. 

How fulfilling it was to be a nobody in the eyes of so many. 

Prancing around the cosmic beach and taking new forms was fun for a kalpa or three. 
The urge to experience a new form was overwhelming. 

Back to the enlightened lion sleeping under the tree. 

Deep in sleep, when the call for a new journey transforms me to the birth of a new reality. 



Tanner Into New Form 

You’ve been here before haven’t you my boy. 

Ruffling his fingers through the boy’s curly hair. 

Roar, roar, roar, playing as if we are in the Serengeti. 
Eating dirt, playing with worms and enjoying the Earth. 
Rockabilly music plays three doors down. 

It resonates like I’ve heard it before. 

“Well, it’s one for the money, two for the show 
Three to get ready now go, cat, go” 



16 

I put the graphic in design. 

From dreams of politics to designing porn magazines. 

Not even old enough to buy the products I’m producing. 

Not even old enough to be earning the money that’s entering my bank account. 

Not even old enough to understand what it’s all about. 

Wise beyond my years but only so much sex you can see before you shut it all out. 
Before it becomes irrelevant, sexual desire burns out before it even starts. 

Excess to fight off the stress, I created a new family, a new home, a new tribe I can 
call my own. 

Through all the fights we grew stronger and our bonds will never shatter unlike the 
tooth in my mouth. 



Recession 

Economy collapses at seventeen, lose my family, lose my tribe, and lose it all in a 
instant, quick as it began just as quick it has come undone. 

It was so divine and it broke my heart. 

Crying at seventeen on my father’s lap, crying at seventeen in my brother’s car, crying at 
seventeen because I’ve peaked. 

I feel like I’m ready to die. 

Nothing to show for the eight months of living. 

Connections crumble in the material world because they’ve got to survive. 

Who cares about a seventeen year old kid when you’ve got bills to pay. 

Who cares about a seventeen year old kid when you’ve suffered through the abyss. 

You know that we only become wise if we persist and don’t take it personally. 



Coping With The Pain 


Cocaine and alcohol helping or hindering. 

I don’t care I’m just coping with the pain. 

Trying to pretend that I am sane like everybody else. 

Coping With The Pain II 

Crazy nights turn into crazy days where the dance floor 
is the only thing that’s real. 

Inhaling cigarettes like it’s oxygen. 

Exhaling smoke like I’m a dragon. 

This life has been dragging. 

Not even legal to be in this tip. 

Not even legal to be partying like this. 

At one with the abyss, dance it away and just get lost in it, 
the beat is our only redemption. 

David Bowie comes on and I’ve never felt so alive. 
Minutes later I remember how badly I want to die. 

Buy another drink not enough time to think. 

Must fight off this messed up sober mind. 

But, I just want to feel some kind of balance. 

I just want to feel something regular. 

Coping With The Pain III 

These chemicals can’t sustain the numbing of the pain. 
These chemicals can’t sustain the happiness. 

These chemicals can’t sustain the sadness. 

These chemicals can’t sustain the emptiness. 



Coping With The Pain IV 

I just want to feel something regular. 

I just want to feel something real. 

I just want to feel. 

I don’t want to feel anything at all. 

I’m too fat. 

I’m too skinny. 

I’m too small. 

I’m too tall. 

I’ve got it all. 

I’m too talkative. 

I don’t say nothing at all. 

Living in paradoxical pairs. 

Climbing, crawling up the stairs. 

There, there, time to fall into the comfy mattress. 

C U L8ER 

Curb your excitement. 

Not trying to be a killjoy. 

Not trying to make you want it less. 

Just understand not much is fixed in stone. 

Not always going to get what you want. 

Sure some do and sure some will. 

They can live through the illusion and not see it as it is. 

Why would you want to break it when you are bathed in it’s riches. 
When you benefit the most from it. 

Some will lose themselves in the material madness. 

C U L8ER because I’m still not here and I’m still not there. 




Ripping Off Days From Calender Pages To Turn Them Into Flames 


One year later, eighteen, nobody heeds my prophecy. 

The fall comes and it will be the worse fall of them all. 

Well, at least until the next one. 

All these ambitions never externalised, they just decay internally because the saviour 
doesn’t exist out there ; if they do they are too afraid because of the mafia known as 
the media, they will torture your friends and family. 

So what, we all die in the end, rather die being true to my values and virtues, but are 
those my chains. 

Are my virtues and values even mine to claim authorship over. 

Overwhelming is the internal dialogue that procrastinates and debates because 
nobody has time to contemplate all these questions. 

Ripping off days from calender pages to turn them into flames, just a distraction to 
keep from going insane, clinging to sanity like we cling to pain. 

Just need a distraction from doing nothing with my time except downing bottle after 
bottle of wine. 

Dancing almost every night pretending that I am alright. 

Pretending that I will find love, pretending that I could be good enough for someone 
else, I can help you all but I can’t help myself. 

The mystery speaks so deep and even in my state I can’t help but to preach, 

I can’t help but to give those I love the tools for relief and a map on how to live, a map 
so they know how to leave and how to live. 

But, they are trapped like me. 

I have to be everything I want to see. 

I have to muster up bravery just to exist. 



Clinging To Sanity Like We Cling To Pain 


Nothing wrong with being attached just don’t let it overwhelm you that’s a relative fact. 

Don’t be sidelined by the good or the bad, by neutrality or by the abstract. Easy looking 
back at the teens and judging the way we used to be. 

It’s healthy to see how we can grow and how we’ve grown but never healthy to cling. Not 
only this, it allows us to see how our environment has or hasn’t adapted. How simple 
choices can lead to desirable outcomes and how simple choices that don’t seem negative 
can lead to undesirable outcomes, we can transform reality. 

There are no true heroes in life, there are no good or bad people, there are only actions 
and reactions. You can have a history of bad actions and one good action can change the 
balance of perception. You can have a history of good actions and one bad action can 
change the balance of perception. 

You can have a troubled history and be honest about it and be accepted. You can have a 
troubled history and be less than honest about it then be accepted. The difference comes 
when the symbol they’ve attached to you no longer feels real. You will become the villain in 
their eyes. 

Don’t expect any action, reaction, or transaction. Don’t desire them because trust me when 
you get to where you want to be, or when you achieve what you achieve, if you are empty 
you will still be empty. You can reach a desired outcome and still feel incomplete. Most do, 
so they will just pursue and pursue, they will just grow and grow. Clinging to sanity like 
we cling to pain. 



Imperfect Repetition 


Imperfect impermanent creature creates a culture of hate. 

Knowing that the other threatens their place, 

it's not the fear of the unknown that rules their fate. 

Even though that's what has been written on their face, 
don't write me off yet, I don't mind coming in second place. 

The answer can come, the answer will displace and we realise 
nothing truly stays the same. 

We will realise the division between us and them is illusory. 

We are only hating what we love. 

We are only starving what we love. 

We are only hurting ourselves and all which we love. 


Imperfect Repetition 2 

Blessed be all the holy names. 
Religion seems so insane. 

Until you feel it all. 

Until you feel all the higher planes. 
God is not a person or a form. 

God is all. 

Love without desire. 

Love without lust. 

Love without impermanence. 

An imperfect contradiction. 



Imperfect Repetition 3 

Unconditional love doesn't mean accepting abuse, violence or exploitation. 

It means accepting that we are all imperfect impermanent forms, who can offend 
without a single thought. 

Emotional creatures who act on impulse as if this is still the law of the jungle, moved 
more by fear and pessimism because so many are trapped in roles just to exist. 
Lose yourself and let it go. 

Are you a boomerang, or are you clinging on a cliff weighed down by who you were 
or what has happened to you. 

Let go. 

Breathe. 

Close your eyes. 

Imagine for a moment that we die. 

Imagine for a moment that you live forever. 

Finite infinity as below as above doesn't do it justice. 

Dimensions and spatial awareness that some can't comprehend. 

Why do we bend to consensus when we know it isn't truth. 



Imperfect Repetition 4 


Beautiful splendid wheel of colour. 

There’s so much on a spectrum thinner than a finger nail. 

There’s so much in a grain of sand which exists on the cosmic beach. 

All grains are connected and are complete. 

Never apart, although, somehow we are an individual piece, yet we’re 
mutually interdependent on the chaos, on our community and our 
connection to all that has been and all that has yet to come. 

With all this connection, all these crossing of threads and these 
magnificent webs that have weaved from this, why do we feel so alone? 
Even when we answer the phone, why can't I project this internal peace 
onto my external reality. 

Attached to it all, everything, also marooned on an island, sleeping like 
an enlightened lion under the tree. 

Nervous silences broken by screams. 

My system doesn't notice the resonance of my own voice. 

Silence to avoid violence 

Fear of life makes you sign away your liberties. 

So much mistrust as if facts are consensual, when they’re driven by 
consensus of the masses which explains the messy life we lead. 

Reality shaped by the highest bidder so you consume all your needs, 
emotions and grief, consume them away by other means, still empty and 
still incomplete. 


Imperfect Repetition 5 : The Source 

Everything in this universe comes from the same source. 

Every plant, every person, every planet, every galaxy, 
everything we can think of and so much more. 

A whole cosmic ocean to explore. 

I implore you to think bigger and when you do. 

You will see the true nature of nature. 

That nature which resides in us all, we're all an expression of the source. 



Imperfect Repetition 6 


You can't be what you are, because what you are can't be labelled by a labeller. 
How can a labeller label itself. 

You need another labeller to label it. 

Then another to label that. 

You can choose your own label. 

You can even let destiny choose them. 

You can even be led by the stars. 

Let your environment chew you up. 

Imperfect Repetition 7 

Tears escape the duct, I've never read a book to make my assumptions stand up. 
Never cared enough to look it up, too much pride in being messed up. 

Ruptured heart vessels, love without desire and love without lust. 

Just an opening of two sharing the one. 

The one that's always here. 

Beyond a thought or an idea. 

Beyond a form. 

Beyond what's real. 

Be here now. 

Our ears are always open and so are our hearts. 



Don’t Get III From the Illusion Get Illuminated 


You can rush to death. 

You can rush through life. 

You can rush reincarnation. 

You can rush perfection. 

You can rush the present. 

You can get trapped in every second. 

A minute becomes a day. 

Their thoughts turn in. 

Let them. 

Don’t get ill from the illusion get illuminated. 

24 hours is a long time. 

24 hours can just fly by. 

A minute becomes a day. 

You can rush perfection. 

You can rush the present. 

You can rush life. 

You can rush death. 

You can rush reincarnation. 

You can rush, you can adapt. 

Don’t get ill from the illusion get illuminated 

The astral plane in clear view. 

The cosmic beach close by. 

Asolo date under moonlight. 

Stay Alert! 

Stay 2 metres apart. 

Might aswell be another universe tonight. 

Unless you feel me dancing in your heart. 

Even though you have no idea who I am in this life. 
Return this back to sender. 

Don’t get ill from the illusion get illuminated 



Tanner Under The Tree 


Can't breathe feeling so awake in a dream. 

Everything noticing that I am a stranger. 

A place where I was first formed and where I could be free 
Whole universes filled with imaginative beings. 

No hate just peace. 

No desire just love. 

No dream can be awaken if you are caught in a nightmare 
No dream can be awaken if you are in a state of bliss. 
Close your eyes and breathe. 

Relax, its all as it's meant to be. 

Just a rerun of Halloween. 

Will we make mistakes, yes. 

Will we have moments when we are a mess, yes. 

Will we sometimes be less than our best, yes. 



Goodbye Old Me 


Our love never fades away. 

No matter the hour. 

No matter the day. 

No matter the fear in our hearts. 

No matter the betrayal of our actions. 

No matter the betrayal of our reactions. 

No matter the betrayal of our transactions. 

Nothing can ever change this. 

That's not an excuse to act up. 

Not an excuse for us to justify being messed up. 

Drinking out of glass bottles as the sun turns into stardust. 

We'll feel it for the rest of our lives. 

Even beyond these temporary forms. 

We are not alone - let's unite against the storm. 

Love yourself, no matter the time. 

Love everyone, no matter the division created by our minds. 

Love the hate, love the violence and love the animalistic impulses - so 
we can grow beyond their need or their wants, so future organisms can 
be free of violence at the hands of ourselves. 

So we can all become more. 

Something worth living for. 

We control the future. 

Always love. 

Even when hate feels so good. 

Only love. 

Meet me anytime at the cosmic beach. 

We can party for a kalpa, we can have a cup of tea, we can sleep with 
the enlightened lion under the tree. 

We will be sad, we will be happy, we will be free. 

We will be more, goodbye old me. 





